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tions of  a man bear as much relation to posterity as   his
later distinctions.    Above all, one is betrayed into such mis-
conceptions when a man carries a false certificate of age in
the very name which designates his relationship to one's self,
My great-great-grand mother naturally I figured to myself as
having a patriarchal beard.    Could I think otherwise of one
so deeply merged in, grandmotherhood ?    But a portrait of
her taken immediately after death represented her as an
attractive  young woman not quite twenty-three ; which it
appeared that she really was.    And I remember a similar
case  even  still more  striking,  which  occurred in  Chester
about the  year 1803.    Some overflowing of the Dee had
exposed to view the secrets of the churchyard.   Amongst the
coffins in the lower tiers was one which contained the corpse
of a woman, particularly blooming.    According to my first
precipitate computation, she might be rated as one hundred
and twenty years old; for she had died in Queen Anne's
reign (about 1707, I think), and by the plate on the coffin-
lid had been twenty-four at the time of death.    Yet her face
was most blooming, her lips beautifully fresh, and her hair
of  the  loveliest  auburn.    Ninety-and-three   years of  the
eighteenth century, and two years of the nineteenth, had she
spent in the grave ; and, adding these ninety-five years of
rest to the twenty-four of her (doubtless unresting) life, for a
moment I fell into the natural confusion of making her a
very, very old woman; and proportionally I wondered at
the vernal beauty which had not ceased to adorn her in the
wintry grave.    This special indulgence to a special beauty
had been the gift of a soil preternaturally antiseptic.    But,
inevitably, the sudden collision of a youtlifillness so apparent
with an antiquity so historical caused each idea reciprocally
to illuminate the other ; ,so that, for a minute or two, until I
had distinguished the elements  of this antiquity, and had
separated the ninety-five years that did not belong to the
young   woman   herself  from   the  twenty-four that   did,  I
struggled with the impossible and contradictory conception
of crazy superannuation incarnated in perfect womanly love-
liness.    Some metaphysical perplexity of this same nature, I
observe, besets those who contemplate us, the tenants  of a
past generation, through the inverted tube  of the present.